A   PREFACE

that it could easily be converted into a play. All such people
have perished. The drama of the novel is altogether different
from the drama of the stage. There is no action here; there
is only conflict. The novelist creates his own atmosphere,
and depends upon a variety of dexterities for something akin
to visual illusion. He has no accomplished actress to play the
part of his heroine; no footlights; no curtain to emphasize
his climaxes. But he has immeasurable resources in the
matter of indication. If his own belief is strong enough he
can persuade all but resistant readers that what he tells is
actually happening in their own experience. He can make the
spoken words of his characters assume tone and colour.
He can tell what they think and feel, as well as what they say
and do. If he does this successfully he is, in my opinion, an
artist, whatever the form of his novel. But there is no doubt
that a psychological drama which is condensed into a very
short period of lime does approximate to a play. Nocturne
is the nearest thing I have ever written to a play. Is it for
that reason a better novel ?

I do not know. I do not think so A literature composed of
Nocturnes would be disastrous; and as far as I am concerned
the novel of condensed time has now become, in all its
modern instances, highly artificial, a sort of arbitrary form
imposed because the theme as the author has imagined it has
no organic form. I prefer the Trollopean manner, in which
the author begins at the beginning and slowly hastens at an
even pitch of narrative to the ultimate development of his
tale. I hope the Trollopean novel will return. I dislike die
tricks and quirks of the technicians of our day so much that
I wish I could shovel them all into oblivion. But I must admit
that I am deeply grateful to Nocturne, little as I approve of it,
for bringing me into the august company of Trollope in the
World's Classics.
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